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-.-'.....<-OME here, boy!"

I turned round, thinking that the words were addressed to

one of my companions. But no, it was to me that the
one-time Papal Zouave had spoken. He was smiling, and the scar on
his upper lip made the smile hideous.

Colonel the Comte de Mirbel was in the habit of coming once
every week into Middle School Yard. On these occasions his ward,
Jean de Mirbel, who was almost always in a state of being "kept in,"
would move away from the wall against which he had been made to
stand, while we, from a distance, watched the arraignment to which
his terrifying uncle subjected him. Our master, Monsieur Rausch,
called upon to act as witness for the prosecution, replied obsequi-
ously to the Colonel's questions. The old man was tall and vigorous.
On his head he wore one of those caps known as a "cronstadt," and
his coat, buttoned up to die neck, gave him a military air. He was
never to be seen without-1 a riding-switch, probably of raw-hide,
tucked under his arm. When our friend's conduct had been partic-
ularly bad, be would be marched away across the Yard between
Monsieur Rausch and his guardian, and the three of them would
disappear into a staircase in the left wing of die building, which led to
the dormitories. We would stop whatever game we were playing
and wait until a long-drawn wail struck sharply on our ears.
It sounded like the yelp of a beaten dog (though that may
have been due to our imaginations). A moment later, Monsieur
Rausch would reappear, accompanied by the Colonel, the scar
showing livid in his purple face. His blue eyes would look
faintly bloodshot. Monsieur Rausch was all attention. He kept his
head turned towards his companion and his lips were stretched in a
servile grin. That was the only occasion on which we ever saw that
pale, terrifying face, topped by its red, crimped hair, distorted into a
grimace of laughter. Monsieur Rausch, the terror of our lives!
Whenever we went into class and found his seat still empty, I used to
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